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this business will prevent your seeing him, but I recollect
that you were not fond of having him at Florence. Per-
haps I tell you this too imperfectly; but it is imperfectly
that I know it; and from report that I first heard it. I got
a little from your brother James, who is not more com-
municative to me than to you: as for your eldest brother,
he has totally dropped me, and indeed (which I may say to
you) his insupportable temper makes me not very sorry.
Gal and you were as much as one had reason to expect in
one family; accordingly I cherish the thought of you, and
the memory of him, which is as dear to me as the first
moment I lost him. He was the most sincere and affec-
tionate friend that ever man had, and could I forget him
on his account I never can on my own.

Thursday niglit, late, but not the wedding-night.
We have heard, but since six this evening, that the
Hereditary Prince has landed; the wedding, I fancy, will
scarcely be sooner than Monday. Next week will be the reign
of gold and silver stuffs, for besides the marriage, there is
the Queen's birthday; but Mr. Wilkes will spoil half the
solemnity, if he does not return to be sacrificed. Bishop
Warburton has whetted ready a classic knife, which he
would swear came from Diana's own altar in the Cherso-
nesus, and whose religion he believes as much as that he pro-
fesses, except that the archbishopric of Tauris is at present
m jpartifats mfideRwm; and the Turks have sequestered the
revenues. Adieu.

P.S.   Here is the ' 45,* which I have cut out of a maga-
zine.e has little beauty, I hear, and less fortune, but
